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" We found them in the sunflowers by the village. They
Vere hiding like quails from a kite. We saw them from our
horses and rounded them up. We killed one. ..."
The Red Guards fearfully herded together. Evidently
they were afraid they would be summarily executed. Their
Jeyes ran helplessly over the faces of the cossacks. Only one,
apparently older than the rest, his face brown with sunburn,
in a greasy tunic and puttees worn to shreds, contemptuously
stared across their heads with his black eyes, and pressed
his lips together. He was thick-set and broad-shouldered;
on his black hair, as coarse as a horse's mane, was a cap
evidently preserved from the days of the German war. He
stood at ease, his thick black fingers with dried blood on the
nails fumbling at his unbuttoned shirt collar and his hairy
Adam's apple. He seemed to be perfectly calm, but one
leg a little behind the other, monstrously thick in the puttee
^ wound to the knee, was quivering. The other men were
f pale, and without outstanding characteristics. He alone
struck the eye by the sturdy breadth of his shoulders and
his energetic, Tartar face. Perhaps that explained why the
battery commander turned to him with the question :
" Who are you ? "
A light came into the man's tiny eyes, like fragments of
anthracite, and almost imperceptibly yet neatly he drew
himself up.
" A Red Guard.  Russian."
" Where were you born ? "
" Penza province."
" A volunteer, you snake ? "
" Not at all. I was a senior non-commissioned officer in
the old army, found myself in the Red Guards in 1917 and
have remained in them ever since. . . ."
One of the escort intervened. " He fired at us, the
swine ! " he informed the officer.
" Fired ? " the captain frowned sourly and, catching the
gaze of (Jregor standing opposite him, he indicated the
prisoner with his eyes. "What a . . . ! Shot at the cossacks,
did you ? And didn't it occur to you that you might be
caught ? Supposing we settle accounts with you here and
now ? "
" I was going to shoot myself," the man's broken lips
bristled into a deprecating smile.